THE POET AND MYSTIC

was in essence a supernal sentiment; that in
heaven they neither marry nor are given in
marriage, their amity being like that of the
angels.

And again, in " Csesar and Cleopatra," when
the greatest captain of Time, alone (as he
thinks) in the moon-blanched Egyptian desert,
whispers to the Sphinx the inner secrets of his
personality, we seem to get in him, as an impres-
sive mouthpiece, the thinker's conviction that
there is another life than that of high noon, of
ratiocination and of commonsense; and that the
solution of both personality and life, since all
men live in their dreams, is here:

"Hail, Sphinx: salutation from Julius Caesar!
I have wandered in many lands seeking the lost
regions from which my birth into this world
exiled me, and the company of creatures such as
myself. I have found flocks and pastures, men
and cities, but no other Caesar, no air native to
me, no man kindred to me, none who can do my
day's deed, and think my night's thought. In
the little world yonder, Sphinx, my place is as
high as yours in this great desert; only I wan-
der, and you sit still; I conquer, and you endure;h earthy,
